THE LAST DAY                               195
hours to come we would just have to dump the bodies into open ditches and leave them there
Andrew was not in the pillbox when the bomb fell. But the sixteen-year-old volunteer ID tatters, the future carpenter of Radom, lay quietly by the wall, a mortal wound in his temple*
T\*o boys, armed with small bottles of explosives, stood where our pillbox and machine gim used to be, A worthy weapon, indeed! On the barricade I heard the bo\s hum a frivolous song, and I was horrified to realize that Scholar's death no longer mattered, once we had buried him Nalecz did not come back Help did not am\e. Walls of houses crumbled one after the other. Incendiaries set others aflame. We tried to extinguish these fires with sand, and occasionally we met with success. "The tanksl" one of the boys called. To the Fiats'" Sweeper shouted, and immediately relief crews ran to where the Kats were posted.
In the small passage leading to the cellar a gust of air threw me against the wafl for the second time that day. Someone helped me to my feet Again I could not hear My legs were covered with blood. The soldier who had been posted at the entrance to the passage iras beheaded by the shell. His head rolled a few yards away from his body. Children screamed, until somebody had the presence of mind to spread burlap sacking over the homble remains. The soldier's gun and grenades lay strewn about. My head was rent by the tolling of a thousand bells* I wrapped a wet towel around it, and dared not complain even to my innermost seE At least I was still alive
Two wounded boys came into the cellar, Zofia and I set to work on them immediately, lie left eye of one was almost out
"You're from tie barricade?" right*